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To Thim we ""'Ki '

tuny our land lo bright,
With Freedom's hoi llRht,
protect iik by Thy might.

Ureal (i'l'l our King.

Keep Hi'' Home l''iw Hiirnlnjj

e? with noiniiionnil from the lilll- -

ll.
ty sere I .iiiimi ! iiviii mo htii,
nd thu Country found them reudy
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add to their4 no tear hurilHlilp,

(he soldier pass along,
!,

nd iKIiohkIi your hourt U breuklng
Like It mIii k Hil choory song:
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horua
Keep the home fires burnlnc,
While your hearts are yearning,
Though your I:kIh are far away,

Tliey droi-ri- i of homo;
There's a silver llnlnit
Through tlio dark cloud shining;
Turn tint durk cloud Inside out,

Till thu boys coma borne.

lirer ens there came a pleading,
Help a Nation In distress!''

wo guvo our glorious laddies;
lilooor made uh do no leaa.
Ivor no gallant son of Freedom

To l tyrunt'a yoke should timid,
lud a nohlo heart must answer

To the mien-e- l coll of "Friend."

lUtllx Hymn of tlio
Mine eyes luivu seen the glory of the

coming of tlio Lord;
I lie In trampling out the vintage

where the grnpon of wath are
stored; '

I He hath loosed the fule,ful fighting of
IIIh torrlhlo swift sword.

H i truth Ih marching on.

I Chorus

Glory, glory, Hallelujah,
Glory, glory, lln llntu Juli.
Glory, glory,' Hallelujah.

have m'.'si tii In the wntchflros of
a hundred circling camps;

They have tiulldod Him an altar In

tlio evening dews and dumps;
lain reml Ills righteous ttonteiino by

lite dim pud Muring temps,
lib day Is marching on.

Chorus

Tenting Tonight
We are tenting tonight on tlio old

camp ground,
(live us a song to cheer

Our weary hearts, a song of home
Anil friends wo love so dear.

Music

Chorus

Many are tho lioarts that are woary
tonight, .

Wishing for tho war to cease;
Many are tho hearts that are looking

for the right
To see tho dawn of poaco.

Wo'vo been tenting tonight on the old
camp ground,

Thinking of tho dnys gone by,
Ot the loved ones at homo who gave

uh tho hand.
And tho tear that said good bye.

Chorus

There's n Iong, 1img Trail
N'IkIiIh are growing very lonely,

Days nro very long;
I'm weary only

Mst'nlng fdr your song.
Old remembrances are thronging

Thro' my memory
Till it BceuTs tho world is full of

dreams
Just to cull you buck ,to mo.

Chorus
There's a long, long trail

Into the land of my dreams,
Whoro tho nightingales aro singing

And a white moon beams;
Th ire's 'n long, long night of walling

Until my dreams alt come true;'
Till tho day when I'fl bo going down

Tlntt lo;ig, :onj trail with you.

All night long I hoar you calling,
Culling gwect nnd low;

Seem to hear your footsteps falling,
Rv'ry whore I go,

Tlio' the road between us strotches
Many a weary mllo,

I forgot that you're not with me
'yet,

When I think I soo you Binllo.

Dixie's liiiiiil
' wish I was In do lnnd ob cotton,
"Id timomdar am not forgotten,

ook away, look away, look away,
Wxlo Lnnd.

Hlxlo land whoro I waa born In,
Ellf'y on one frosty mornln',

Look away, look away, look away,
Dixie Land,

RECIPES

Tomato
Dissolve package of Jfry.,e

lime flavor) In one cup strained and
heated tomato juice ,,,,. hem
well seasoned. Then add one cup
cold tomato juice ( Ule sopar(lle
vhit of lime flavor, iw i , ,.,
to set. Korve with mayonnaise dros--'sing.

j

fanned Vt,H tt l.gK j

Two cups peas, two tablespoon
butter, one egg, fine ground pepper,
two tablespoons cream, one teimpoon
sugar, one-hal- f teaspoon salt. To
peas odd butler, sugr.r, suit and pep- -

per, nild egg well beaten, diluted with:
cream. Herve as soon as egg thick-- !
ens. Herves six.

Minted J'runr
Soak and cook prunes in the usual'

miinner and strain off the Juice, lni
or.e pint of the juice dissolve one
package of Jiffy-Je- ll (mint flavor).
Free the prunes from pits, chop the'
pulp and mix with the Jiffy-Jel- l. 8u- -

gor mny be added to Bull the Indivl-- J

dual taste. Harden In small molds!
and serve with sweetened, orungej
flavored whipped cream.

Itlrn and Tonmlo ItrotJi
Have the butcher crack the bones

and romovo them from the shoulder.
vu.ui nun cum wsier nnu 0(1(1 tne
pulp takon from the stuffed toma-
toes and five tuhlnspoonfula of wash-
ed rice, one small onion, minced fine;
one carrot, cut In dice. Cook gently
oua nour nnu season and add one,
tablespoonful of finely minced pars-- !

ley. I'liice on Ice until wanted. Heat
when ready to serve. ,

I reni li Mutton HU

Take 1 Vi pounds of neck or shoul-
der, of mutton, cut tn pieces, 6 cents'
worth of carrots and turnips, 2 on-

ions and n sprig of parsley, ltrown
a tnbloHpoon of flour with about the
samo quantity of butter. When brown
edd meat, then the vegetables out in
rounds; put one clove In one of the
onions, add pepper, salt and two cups
of cold water. Cove" tight and slnit
nier two hours. One hour before
serving add few potatoes to the
'tow.

' Grapefruit Marmalade
Two orangea, two lemons, two

grapefruit. Grate the rind of all the
fruit, remove white pulp, cut up the
fruit In small pieces. Put Into a
basin, cover with eight pints of cold

water and allow to Btand tor 24

hours. I'our Into the preserving pan
and boll for 1 tt hours or until ten-do- r.

I'our back Into basin and let It

stand for another 24 hours, then put
It Into thd preserving pan once mor
and add 1 U pounds of sugar to each
pint of Juice. Let It boll till It Jellies

about naif an hour.

Chorus
: Den I wish I was In Dixie, hooray,

hooray;
In Dixie land I'll take my stand,

To lib mid d!o In Dixie.

Away, awuy, away down Bouth In

Dixie.
Awuy, away, away down south In

Dixie.

Joan of Arc
Whllo you are sleeping,
Your France Is weeping,

Wake from your dreams. Maid of

Franco. 'Her heart is blooding;

Aro you unheeding?

Come with the flume of your

glnnce;
Through tho Gates of Heaven, withl

, your sword In hand,

Come your legions to command. ,

Chorus ,

Joun of Arc, Joan of Arc,

Do your eyes, from the Bkles, see the
foe?

Don't you see the drooping Fleurde-lls- ?

';

Cm't you hoar the tears of Norman-

dy?
Joan of Arc, Joan of Arc,

Come lead your France to Victory,

Joun of Arc;
They are culling you! Joan of Arc.

Alsnco Is sighing,
Lorraine Is crying,

Their mother, France, looks to you.

Her sons at Voidun,
Hearing the burden,

Tray for your coming anew;

At the Gates of Heaven, do they bar
' ttii wnv?

3ouls that pac-o- d through yesterday.

Chorus

Ti.n Htur Himiiitlcd Banner '."
Oh, say, can you eoe, by tho.dr.wn's

nnrlV lfirllt.
........ nrnmllV XV6 hailed at tll6

twilight's last gleaming!
Whoso broad stripes and bright stars,

tliiftllff1l till nerllous fight,

O'er the' ramparts we watched, were

rniirntly streaming!
And the rockets' red glare, the bombs,

bursting In ftlf ,

Gave proof through the night that
our flag was stilt there.

Oh, say, does that star-spangl- ban-

ner yet wave,
i,.nd nf the free nnd the

U VI Hi" 11

home of tho brave?
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SmotKer the HUN with

mm$ ;

Pershing- -
Cleared the
St. Mihiel

Salient in

27 Hours

and do it QUICK

J

We
Should Do

Our Part
in Even

Less Time

Over the Top This Week

If you haven't done so already, telephone your bank, your subscription.
Don't wait for the solicitor Hunt him up; The Hun is on

the Run and you must back the boys who are ,

running him with your dollars.

DON'T WAIT! DO IT MOW!
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